MODERN TRAVEL

thing about French peasants, and was always
hoping to catch some glimpses of delightful
Zolaesque sordidness. So far he had failed. They
seemed quiet, hard-working, orderly, polite. On
week-days they worked from dawn till dusk, the
women in the fields with what men there were.
Unlike Gray's friends they did not drive their
team afield jocund, but wrapped in impassable
blankness. No tricks of aviation could amaze
them. Even a near whizz of bullets left them
unmoved as they worked within a hundred yards
of the ground target. At the most they gazed
with monumental stolidity ; so they would gaze
at an angel sounding the trump^ of doom on a
week-day. Their massive continental plough-
horses were very like them*

Y looked all right. They pulled her out and ran
the engine. The guns were ready for loading, and
when Tom pulled up the CC gear handle it stopped
up. There was a little sideways play on the stick
to be taken up. The seat was comfortable, the
timepiece functioned, the engine gave its revs*
Tom dressed and took it up. The sky had clouded
over and there was quite a wind blowing from
west of south-west. At ten thousand feet there
would be a strong west wind; the sort that took
one over Cambrai in a few seconds and made the
return journey seem like half an hour, with Archie
taking full advantage of one's difficulties and
turning the sky black. It probably cost about
five hundred thousand pounds for Archie to bring
down a two-thousand-pound aeroplane ; but that
did not matter ; it was das Krieg.

It climbed well, and in a minute reached the
cloud layer, which was at fifteen hundred feet,
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